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Author's Notes: 
Naughty Bruce messed with poor Steve at the concert in Prague on The Future Past Tour, and of course my 


brain couldn't help but imagine a fun litte way for Bruce to make it up to him. 


Steve was very cross with him. 


He knew it was a risk he was taking, knew that his overly serious bassist would most likely not think his little 
stunt was very funny. He just didn't think he'd be this deep in the doghouse for it. It was just a bit of silliness, 
Harry! Don't take everything so hard! 


But when Steve had barely spoken more than single word answers to him since, no matter how Bruce tried to 


engage him in casual conversation, he had a feeling he was due for a bit of groveling. 


And that was fine, really. As far as Bruce was concerned, going to his knees for Steve had never been much 


of a hardship. 


"Fuck." Steve's heavy hands gripped his shoulders tightly, and Bruce smiled a little around the hot length in his 


mouth. 


Lucky for him, Steve never had any complaints about it either. Especially right before a show, when the pre- 
gig excitement made it oh-so-easy to get him revved up. (And after a show, come to think of it, when the 
adrenaline of performing so readily translated into buzzing horniness. Perhaps his groveling might extend to a 


post-concert encore..) 


One blowjob at a time, Dickinson And he was determined to make this one particularly mind-blowing, rubbing 
his tongue against the underside of Steve's cockhead with every suck of his mouth, squeezing and stroking his 
hand along the rest of the shaft with one hand as the other trailed warmly up Steve's belly, then down his 
side to settle on his hip. 


Literal decades of doing this, uncountable occasions of going to his knees to bring their fearless leader a 
reprieve of pleasure, and Bruce never once found himself tired of Steve's little quirks. Like the way his breath 
would shake slightly when Bruce would rub his thumb in the indent beside his hip bone, or how, when Bruce's 
tongue did something particularly clever, Steve made the hottest little "Mm!" sound in the back of his throat. 


God, Bruce loved that little sound, knew exactly what Steve looked like when he did it, the singer sliding his gaze 
up to watch Steve bite his bottom lip and look down at Bruce with heavy-lidded eyes. 


Good, Harry? he wished he could ask, briefly releasing the suction of his mouth to tilt his head back a tiny bit 
more, letting the head of Steve's dick rest on his tongue with an open-mouthed smile that he knew would make 


Steve's knees weak. 


"Fuck," Steve whispered again, proving Bruce delightfully right, and Bruce gave a warm little chuckle as he 
closed his lips again, pushing further down to take more of Steve's length into his mouth. 


"Cocky bastard,” Steve grumbled, but there was no bite to it, especially with the way one of his hands slid 
along Bruce's shoulder to the side of his head, fingers combing through Bruce's hair with much more affection 
than he would ever admit to with words. Which was exactly why Bruce had left it down, reveling in the gentle 
way Steve loved to push his fingers into the strands. 


Steve was a good boy though; Bruce knew his hand would never try to force Bruce's pace or depth, no matter 
how turned on or desperate he was when they did this. He knew better than to risk the throat of the singer, 
didn't he? Especially before a show. Ruthlessly practical, their Steve, but Bruce couldn't complain, it gave him a 
certain carte-blanche when it came to this. He could go as slow or as quick as he liked as a result, depending 


on how much he wanted to torture his favorite bassist. 


So slow it was, languid bobs of his head as he sucked and tongued at Steve like they had all the time in the 


world, his cheeks hollowing under sharp cheekbones until Steve was squirming and panting with frustration 


Then Steve's hand closed into a fist, a hard grip on Bruce's hair pulling him back and off Steve's cock, Bruce 
moaning at the feeling and putting up no fight-simply looking up at Steve with a relaxed grin, his eyelids at half 
mast but his cock fully tenting the front of his trousers. He barely even winced when Steve pulled his head 
back even more, his other hand lifting from Bruce's shoulder to cup his jaw, and Bruce anticipated the feeling 
of Steve's thumb pressing on his bottom lip before Steve even did it, just as he was sure Steve knew Bruce 


would immediately push his tongue under it, drawing it into his mouth for a playful bite. 


Then Steve glanced up, and the dark look in his eyes when he looked back down at Bruce made him shiver with 


anticipation; he knew that look. He knew exactly what it meant. 


"Couch," Steve said gruffly, and a little thrill ran down Bruce's spine; there were few things he loved more than 


getting railed on a dressing room couch, after all. 


So he gave a little nod of agreement, then dropped his hand from Steve's hip to push into his pocket, grinning a 
little wider around his bite on Steve's thumb as he pulled out a conveniently pre-lubed condom and held it up. 


Steve's eyes flicked to it, and he chortled, pulling his digit out from between Bruce's teeth to take it, closing it 
into his palm before lightly rapping Bruce on the chin with his knuckles. 


"You're a tart," he grinned, and Bruce couldn't disagree, so he simply "mm-hmm'ed with a smile. 
"Go," Steve nudged, nodding toward the couch and releasing his hold on Bruce's hair so he could move. 


And sure, Bruce could have stood up. Steve would have even helped him to his feet, if Bruce had reached a 


hand up to him in request, but where was the fun in that? 


Instead he twisted at the waist, pressing his palms to the floor and getting his knees under him, choosing 
instead to make a little show of crawling there, grinning to himself as he made sure to add an extra bit of 


sway to his hips as he went. What was the point of staying this hot if he couldn't flaunt it, after all? 


Steve seemed to agree, his footsteps trailing close on Bruce's heels; so close, in fact, that when Bruce reached 
the sofa and straightened up, placing his hands on it and planning to pull himself up onto its cushions, he was 
stopped by Steve's trainer pressing down on the back of his calf, keeping him kneeling on the floor. He looked 
back with raised eyebrows, and the only answer he received to his silent question was the toe of Steve's shoe 
moving to the inside of his knees, nudging his legs further apart before Steve sank down behind him and 


pressed a hand to Bruce's shoulder, pushing him forward until his chest met the couch cushion 


Oh yes, he could work with this, purring contently as he angled his hips back, rubbing his still-clothed ass 
against Steve's cock, the sound of the condom being opened making his dick twitch. 


"Oh" 


A hard smack of Steve's open palm against his asscheek made Bruce gasp, jolting forward and throwing an 
amused smirk over his shoulder as Steve pressed his free hand into the center of Bruce's back, holding him in 


place as he rolled the condom down his length. 


"Missing a step, aren't you?" he couldn't help but tease, wiggling his bottom to remind Steve that while he 


already had his cock out, Bruce was still dressed, and Steve spanked him again for his cheeky comment. 


"Shut the fuck up, Bruce," Steve grunted, even as his hands went to the waistband of Bruce's trousers, hooking 
his fingers over the top of them and pulling them down, completely unsurprised by Bruce's lack of underwear 
but always appreciative of it, evidenced by the soft hum in the back of his nose as he palmed the mounds of 
the singer's asscheeks with both hands. 


It made Bruce smile, he couldn't help it, tucking his amusement into the crook of his elbow as he pillowed his 
arms under his head, arching his back and moaning softly when Steve rubbed the tip of his cock against 
Bruce's hole. 


"Alright?" Steve asked, like he always did. 
"Please," Bruce answered, like he always did. 


There were some benefits to the passage of time, and the familiarity of their intimacy was certainly one of 
them. Steve knew how to not hurt him, knew exactly how to press to make the slow entry into his body feel 


nothing but good; and in turn, Bruce knew how to make Steve lose his fucking mind. 


"Mm!" That sexy little sound again, earned with the grind of Bruce's hips and the squeeze of his muscles when 
Steve bottomed-out; all the encouragement Steve needed to move, to give them both the friction they wanted. 


And fuck Bruce wanted it; he'd been hard since he'd gone to his knees, getting Steve turned on never failing to 
get his whole body buzzing with desire. Frankly, it was ridiculous, the effect Steve had on him even after all 
these years; through the highs and lows and break-ups and make-ups, the damn man never failed to get his 


blood hot. 


At least the feeling seemed to be mutual, if the way Steve was touching him was any indication, rough 
fingertips digging into the meat of his ass, holding Bruce open as Steve started fucking him, undoubtedly looking 
down to watch his cock disappear into the body beneath him. Bruce could imagine it, could perfectly picture the 
sight as vividly as if he was peering into Steve's mind, moaning as the mental image paired with the physical 


sensation. 


Slow, deep; the stretch of Steve's length making his rim tingle and twitch, and Bruce could hear Steve's breath 
falter with every squeeze, knew he was fighting hard to keep himself steady against the sensation. It made 
Bruce regret letting Steve position him this way; not to say it wasn't hot, the animalistic nature of getting 
fucked from behind undeniably sexy, but it was rather limiting. He couldn't see Steve, could barely touch him, 


couldn't dig his hands into Steve's hair the way they both liked, couldn't wrap his legs around him or suck on 
that delightfully sensitive neck. 


Encore, Bruce reflected again, the mental image of flipping the script, of pushing Steve down on this sofa after 
the gig and riding him until he couldn't speak making him moan, angling his legs back to hook his ankles over 


Steve's calves. 


"Come on, love," he panted, starting to push his hips back into Steve's thrusts, encouraging him to go faster. 


"Come on." 


He heard Steve huff a quick breath, felt his hands tighten on his ass for a moment, then Steve shifted his 
knees a little, giving himself a slightly wider stance, more leverage, a better angle, before doing exactly what 


Bruce was craving. 
"Fuck " 


Snapping thrust, the impact making a little slap of skin-against-skin, and Bruce gasped, practically melting onto 
the couch cushion; pleasure like a spark and Steve was trying to get him to catch flame, every thrust of his 
cock rubbing against that sweet spot inside him that made Bruce's dick throb, a wet pearl of precum beading 
at the tip and threatening to drip. He could come like this; he had before, shocking the hell out of both himself 
and Steve the first time it happened, but it wouldn't be today-they just didn't have the time, they couldn't 
spend the next two hours teasing and fucking until Bruce was so amped up he couldn't see straight while an 


entire stadium was out there waiting for them. 


"Christ, you drive me bloody barmy, y'know that?" Steve's growled words panted out hot over his back, 
Bruce's thin tank shirt doing absolutely nothing to keep that spill of breath from sending shivers crawling up 
his spine. 


"Had a suspicion," he still managed to husk out, truly unable to keep his cheekiness in check, even with Steve 


balls deep in one of his more sensitive body parts; call it a character flaw. 


"Oh fuck off, | should leave you like this." Steve's thrusts got harder with every word, his panting getting 
heavier with the exertion, and his hands were definitely bruising Bruce's ass, the ache of it sure to leave him 
tender. "Should take the raincoat off too, leave you fuckin’ wet so the whole arena knows you take it up the 


arse." 


It was an empty threat and they both knew it, but that didn't stop the thought from making Bruce moan, 
hands clenching in the couch cushions to keep from touching himself, drawing out the pleasure, knowing how 


good it would be the more desperate he made himself. 


"Why st-stop there?" The impact of Steve's hips made his breath stutter. "Bend me over a monitor—ah!-and 


fu-fuck me in front of everyone." 


"Fuck" Steve's strangled curse was pressed between Bruce's shoulder blades as he curled forward, his hands 
finally shifting up Bruce's body, one arm wrapping around Bruce's abdomen and the other across his chest, 


hand curling up over his shoulder tightly. 


"Should," he groaned, his rhythm faltering, his forehead grinding hard against Bruce's back, and Bruce knew he 


was close. "Christ, touch yourself already." 


It was an order he was not about to refuse, moaning as he brought one hand down to grip his cock, smearing 


the fat glob of precum at the tip down his shaft as he started stroking at a furious pace. 


It was just as good as he knew it would be, his restraint up until that moment turning into buzzing pleasure 
with the rough rub of his palm, concentrating on the sensitive head when he heard the tell-tale sound of 


Steve's moans as he reached the edge of climax. 
"Fuck fuck, ah!" 


Bruce groaned, thrusting back onto Steve and forward into his own palm, racing to catch up as Steve fell over 
the edge with a rough growl that Bruce could swear vibrated through his whole body. And still Steve kept 
thrusting, kept his cock rubbing over Bruce's sweet spot, pushing his pleasure until he fell completely apart- 
his toes curling in his boots, hot pumps of cum splashing against the side of the sofa again and again and again 


until he had nothing left. 


High wines escaped his throat as he wrung the last feeble dribble from his cock, the final tingles of his 
orgasm made all the sweeter by the touch of Steve's hands, relaxing their tight hold on him to gently pet his 
chest. Then just the sound of their panting under the muffled boom of the opening act playing on stage down 
the hall. 


Then Steve's hands reached down, unhooking Bruce's ankles from his calves before returning his arms to 
Bruce's torso, holding securely as he pulled them both back with a grunt and a wince, shifting to sit on his 
heels with Bruce in his lap. Bruce echoed the sentiment, wincing with a little hiss as the shift in position made 


him acutely aware of how much his knees did not appreciate being on the hard floor for this long. 


"Gettin: too bloody old for this," Steve grumbled, even as he tucked his face into the back of Bruce's neck, and 
Bruce only just refrained from pointing out to him that he was the one who put them on the floor instead of 


the couch. 

"Still mad at me?" he decided to ask instead, tipping his head back to lean against Steve's with a little smile, 
wiping his hand haphazardly on the already soiled couch before bringing both up to lay over Steve's where 
they rested on his chest and belly. 


Steve snorted, rubbing his nose against Bruce's hair. 


"Mm," Steve grunted. Bruce knew to interpret the noncommittal sound as "No, but I'm going to pretend that | 


am. 


Bruce couldn't help but roll his eyes fondly, lacing his fingers in between Steve's and squeezing his hands 


warmly, 

"Grumpy sod," he teased. 

"You know | don't like it" 

"Yes," Bruce sighed, stroking his thumbs against Steve's knuckles. "im sorry, love. | got carried away: 


Steve "mm"-ed again, but the fact that he made no move to put Bruce out of his lap gave the singer comfort. 
If Steve was still truly cross, he wouldn't have kept them wrapped up tight together like they were, wouldn't 
be nuzzling his face into Bruce's hair like he wanted to live in it. And he certainly wouldn't still be inside him, 
holding on to their intimacy as long as his body would let them. Which is why it pained Bruce to have to break 
their lovely little afterglow cuddle when his knees started to ache with far more ferocity. 


"No more floor," Bruce groaned with a little shake of his head. "Bloody knees are killing me." 


He leaned forward and Steve let him, untangling their hands as Bruce raised up off his lap, feeling Steve's hand 
go down between them to hold on to the condom as he did so. There was a bit of a twinge, Bruce grimacing 
slightly as Steve slipped free; could have benefited from a bit more lube than the condom provided, but no 
lasting harm done. At worst he'd be a little sore for a bit. 


‘Christ, that hurts," Bruce complained as pins and needles erupted through his knees, placing his hands on the 
couch cushions to give himself balance as he pulled one leg up so he could get his foot under him to stand. "No 


more floor, Harry! This is horrendous, we're not twenty-five anymore." 


Steve snorted, but still placed a steadying hand on Bruce's back as he pushed to his feet, tugging his trousers 
up. 


"Didn't seem to ‘ave a problem wif it when you were suckin’ me off.” 


"Oh shut up." 


Steve laughed, but Bruce held a hand down to him anyway, helping him to his feet and snickering when Steve 
winced as well at the pain in his knees. 


Quiet routine; Steve disposed of the condom and fixed his clothes while Bruce grabbed a couple tissues, wiping 
his spunk off the couch with an amused chortle. 


"Think this is the reason they're always leather?" he asked Steve as he threw the tissues away. "So they're 


easier to clean sex fluids off of?" 


| really don't want to fink about that," Steve frowned, making a face when Bruce flopped down on the sofa 


with a grin. "An' now | really don't want to sit on it either." 

Bruce slapped his thighs with both hands and an even wider grin. "Can sit on my lap instead" 

Bruce blatantly laughed at the flat look Steve gave him. At that point it was more or less a running joke; never 
once in the last forty years had Steve ever taken him up on that offer, and if he ever were to Bruce might 


drop dead of shock. 


"Don't be a pussy, then," Bruce goaded, thumping the spot beside him with his hand. "We've got at least a half 


hour before anyone needs us, and l'm not done with you, Mr Harris." 
Steve's eyebrows shot up, looking at Bruce skeptically. 
"Bit optimistic, ain't you?" 


"Head out the gutter, Stephen. Believe it or not | just want to spend some time with you. Feels like a while since 
we've been able to do that, just us." 


Steve's face softened, and so did Bruce's smile. They'd had to become more careful over the years; 


smartphones were both a blessing and a curse. 
"Yeah," Steve finally agreed in a mumble, admitting defeat and stepping toward the couch to sit beside him, 
allowing Bruce to swing his legs around to lay them across Steve's lap while his arm rested across the back of 


the sofa, comfortably sliding under Steve's hair to cup the back of his neck. 


"There now, that's nice and cozy, isn't it?" Bruce said with a grin, rubbing his thumb along Steve's hairline at 


the base of his skull with unfiltered fondness that made Steve sigh and close his eyes. 
"Mm," he replied, one hand settling on Bruce's shin and the other on his knee, warm and comforting. 


Encore, Bruce thought again, looking at Steve's handsome face. There will definitely be an encore. 


